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SCENEI The Garden of Fir Nicholas Wileacre. 


FREEMAN (otherwiſe Co LIN) alone. 


HAT Work does Love make in this little World 

of ours? It is a Dram that only warms the Sto- 

y | mach of a Fool, but turns the Head of a wiſe 

Man topſy-turvy. If I ſhould be diſcover'd, I have 

toa very fine purpoſe ttanstorm'd my ſelf into this Habit of a 

Gard'ner. This little Tyrant who has poſſeſſion of me is ab- 

ſolute, yet the approaching Minutes promiſe me Joys I never 

knew before; at the ſametime that I oblige my Friend, I ſhall 

converſe with my Adorable examine of what Materials 
that beautiful living Luſtre is compos'd! O the dear Hope! 


AIR I. Sawny was tall, Oc. 
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Hope, thou Nurſe of young Defare, 
fairy Promiſer of Joy, 
Beauteous Proſpe&t, Glow-worm Fire, 
Delightiag, never known to cloy. 
Kind Deceiver, flatter ſtili, 
Let me be in Wijhes ble; 
M Breaſt with fancy'd Raptxres fill, 
And Pleaſares, thi in Dreams pad. 
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SCENE A Country Village with a Gentle- | 
man's Houſe in Proſpect. q 
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SCENELTe Garden of ir Nicholas W iſcacre, 


FREEMAN (otherwiſe CoL1N) alone. 


HAT Work does Love make in this little World 

of ours? It is a Dram that only warms the Sto- 

mach of a Fool, but turns the Head of a wiſe 
| Man topſy-turvy. If I ſhould be diſcover'd, I have 
toa very fine purpoſe transform'd my ſelf into this Habit of a 
Gard'uer. This little T'yrant who has poſſeſſion of me is ab- 
ſolute, yet the approaching Minutes promiſe me Joys I never 
knew before; at the ſametime that I oblige my Friend, I ſhall 
converſe with my Adorable examine of what Materials 
that beautiful living Luſtre is compos'd! O the dear Hope! 


AIR I. Sawzy was tall, &&c. 


Hope, hou Nurſe of young Defare, 
Fairy Promiſer of Joy, 
Beauteons Praſpect, Glow-worm Fire, 
Delighting, never known to cloy. 
Kind Deceiver, flatter ſil, 
Let me be in Wrijhes ble;: ; 
My Breaſt with ſaucyd Raptxres fill, 
And Pleaſures, thy) in Dreams pad. 
B Enter 
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Enter Bruſh. 


Col. Bruſh, have you taken care, as I bid you? 

mals of Every thing will be ready; but, Sir, with Submif- 
ſion, I ewn I am not very deep — 

Colin. What puzzles you? 

Bruſh. 1 cannot adminiſter your Affairs ſo well, if I am not 
let into the Reaſon of them. 


Col. Explain. 
Bruſp. Why, Sir, I have, in purſuance of your Command, 


hired a Coach and Six to be ready at Midnight, to run away 
with a Lady to whom you were to be marry'd by Content of 
Ftiends on all ſides, this very Day, before Twelve at Noon — 
This is a littie dack, Sir. 

Col. Well, Sir, as you are to be a principal Machine in the 
Execution, it is neceſſary you ſhou'd be let into the whole, and 
clearly: Know then, Mr. Bruſp, that my Friend Hearzwell is 
over Head and Ears in Love with KRoſe//a (the Fair One to 
whom my Friends had allotted me ;) in a word, they are mu- 
rually engaged to each other; and this Ryſella has done, con- 
trary to the expreſs and repeated Commands of Sir Nicholas 
Wiſeacre, her Father, and the Lord of this Manſion-houſe and 
Manor. 

Bruſh. Right, Sir. 

Col. Now, Sir, tho' the Inheritance is convey'd to me, I 
only take it in Truſt for my Friend; and therefore I have en- 
gaged to throw theſe Lovers into each other's Arms, and the 
Coach and Six is to roll away with us all together at Mid- 
night. 

Braſh. | have done, Sir — There will be room for Four in 
the Coach, Sir. 

Col. And what then ? 

Bruſh. I ſappoſe, Sir, Mrs. Betty elopes with her Lady. 

Col. Is that neceſlary ? 

Bruſh, Abſolutely, according to all Rules in Romance or 

ovel. 
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AIR II. Ve Commons and Peers, Oc. 
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Whenever your Game 
[s to fleal off the Dame, 

Take the Chamber-maid with you, I pray; 
With Her Sign and Seal, 
And ſhe'll never reveal, 


For ber own Sake, your amorous Play. 


Mrs. Betty is a fine Woman; upon my Soul, Sir, — a very 
fiie Woman. 
Col. You like her, Bruſh? | 
* Brzjh. An, Sir! 1 have wiſh'd and figh'd for her many a 
long Night in vain; Jam hardly able, Sir, to think of any 
thing elſe. Why, Sir, ſhe has ſet the whole Villagein a Flame, 
and if you don't carry her off to- night, it will be in Aſhes be- 
fore to-m1rrow Morning. | 

Col. Away! J hear ſome body unlock the Garden Gate — 
Away. Exeunt ſeparately. 


Enter Sir Nicholas and Lady Wiſeacre- 
La. Wiſe, Methinks it is pity but the young Folks had ſeen 


one another before Marriage. 


Sir Nich. No, Wife, no; 'tis Cent. per Cent. better as it is; 
and 1 have done wiſely, very wiſely, 

La. Miſe. No doubt on'i, Sir Nicholas, you have done very 
Wiſciy; only I fay in cafe they ſhou'd not like one another. 

Si, Nich. Why, I wou'd have it fo, they ſhou'd not like 
one another. 

La. Wiſe. As you ſay, Sir Nicholas, it might be better ; for 
if they ſhou'd be a fond C pie, the firſt Child, tney ay, will 
prove a Fo l. 

Sir Nach. Not ſo neither; that is an idle Tale, Wife. But ill 
dit William ard Mr. Freeman his Son ſhall arrive, and take my 
Girl off our Hands, J have the Care of her Virtue upon me. 
Ay, the Virie of a buxom young Wench of Sixteen. I wiſh 
the and her Fortune were both fairly out of my Houle, 
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AIR III. Almanza. 
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A buxom young Daughter 
Makes many Mouths water, 
And the Fops all around her will ſpark it; 
They ſay tis a Treaſure, 
But gives us no Pleaſure, 
ill Daughters are brought to fair Market. 


While our Caſh is in Cheſt, 
We are never at reſt, 
For Robbers are ev'ry where looſe ; 
Our Girls, and our Purſes, 
Are nothing but Curſes, 
Till they both are put out to good Uſe. 


Enter Betty. 


Ber fo! how does my Daughter this Morning, this happ! 


Morning? 
Betiy. She does not think it ſo, I believe. 


Cet Nich. I will make her think it fo, I believe; what par 


ticular Reaton has ſhe? 


Betty. Why, ſhe does not know whether the Thing ſhe is t 


marry, is a Mau or a Monſter, 


Ser Luck. Bum, Mrs. Pert! ſhe knows ſhe is to be married 


8 
"mr ˖ 


Cal 
yo 
W 
Rc 
R. 
Gi 


ſhe knows ihe is io have a Husband ; a wiſe Woman neve 


thinks of ihe Ferion ſhe is to be marry'd to, but of the Priv 
leges of Matrimony : An Engl; Wite may be as arbitrary: 
a Zurkiſh Elusbaud, ſhe has unlimited Dominion, if ſhe he 


Spirit to uſe it. 


La. 1}/:ſe, Indeed now, Sir Nicholas, J am apt to think — 
Sir Nich. You are not apt to think, you cannot think, yo 
never did think. Heark-ye, Betty; I believe that Rakehell Hear 


well is in the Girl's Head ſtill. 
Betty. Really, Sir, I cannot ſay. 
Sir Nich. Really, Miſs, you will not ſay. 
Betty. My poor young Lady, I am ſure, is inconſolable. 


Sir Nic. 
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Sir Nicb. Read a Romance to her, and comfort her. 
Betty. It is hard tho* never to have ſeen the Perſon ſhe is to 
be marry'd to. 

Sir Nich. Hard! why I have never ſeen him, nor her Mo- 
ther ; why is it harder on her than upon us? 

Betty. If he ſhou'd prove diſagteeable ——— 

Sir Nich. The Title to his Eſtate is clear. 

Beity. They may not live happily together. 

Sir Nich. There is a Proviſion for a ſeparate Maintenance. 
2 He may be brutal, provoking, unjuſt. 
Sir Nich. She may bear it; or if ſne does not care to bear it, 
the Women will inſtruct her in the moſt faſhionable Revenge. 
— Come, Wite. [ Ex. Sir Nich. and La. Wile. 


Enter Roſella. 


Betty. A hard-headed Dolt ! — O Madam! how do you 
find your ſelf? 

J 3 out of my Wits, out of all my Princely Wits for 
oy, Gitl. 

Betty. This is ſudden! I left you in Tears; — Good For- 
tuneꝛq 

Rof. Is arriv'd, is come, is here; here in my Hand, Berty / 

Betty. From Heartwell to be ſure. Let me read it, and ſhare 
your Joy. 

Roſ. Attend a Moment, — if you prove faithful — but you 
cannot be falſe; I ſee in your Eyes your Conſent, they tell me 
you will elope with me at Twelve this Evening; the Coach 
will attend punctually at the Garden-Gate, that opens into the 
Road from the Vineyard ; the Horſes, Servants, Lanthorns, 
Rope-Ladders, Band-boxes, Bundles, Lovers, all will be there, 
Girl, as you may ſee in the Contents. 


[| Throws the Letter to her. 
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At Twelve of the Night, 
I hen the Myon ſhines bright, 
With my Lover I hall be a Gadder ; 
I' teal from the Hoaſe, 
To the Arms of my Spouſe, 
Thy my Father grows madder and madaer. 
No matter for Keys, no matter for Locks, 
For Love, ſubile Love, what oppoſes it, mocks ; 
Then hey! for the Bundle, and the Band-box, 
And not forgetting the Ladder. 


Bety. Now your Joy has run you a little out of Breath, 
may club a word or two; do you really delign to go off to 
night! | 

Rf. I do. 

Betty. And leave your Parents, and the Husband they de 
fign for you, in the Lurch? 

Rof. Moſt certainly. | 
, Betty, But this Husband is coming: You muſt be marry'd to- 

ay. 
Kof. 1 deſign to be very ſick, and to put it off. 

Belsy. Aud if they inſiſt — 

ARoſ. I break abſolutely, I refuſe to confent. But thy Hear 
has a little Hale in it too, Betty, has it not? 

Betty, | fighing.) Ah! 'tig too true. 

Ki. Ay, there is a Story of a Stage-Coach, and a young 
Fellow who robb'd you of your Heart, like a very Highway 
mau, on the Road; come, tell me the little Novel, tho' I hav: 
heard it a lavuſaid times, 


Bett\ 
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Gentleman's Chaiſe broke, and he was obliged to take a Place 


The CHAMBER-MAID. » 
Betty. When I came laſt down in the Stage-Coach, this 


with us to purſue his Journey. 


Roſ. Go on. | 

Berty, I have a Fluttering here, that — that 

Roſ. Dear, poor Thing, thou haſt it indeed! 

Berty. This is the only Man who has ever broke in upon 


the Freedom and Gaĩety of my Mind. 


Roſ. You neither know his Name nor Quality? 

22 Neither. But ſhall I tell you, what 1 never yet te- 
veal'd. 

Roſ. Out with it. 

Betty. There is a Thing that appears to me now and then in 
the Garden, and frights me out o' my Wits. 

Reſ. Colin? 

Betty. | ſighing.] Colin. 

Roſ. I have ſeen you turn pale, and ſhake, while I have 
talked with him. 

Betty. He is ſo like the young Fellow in Red, who firſt 
play'd the Devil with my Heart, that it trembles at his Name. 


AIR V. Polwart on the Green. 


The trembling Pulſe diſcovers 
The Fever in the Blood; 

Such is the State of Lovers, 
Inconſtant as the Flood. 


Now ſwelling flows the Tide in, 
Again, it Ebbs as low; 

So Love my Soul dividing, 
From Pleaſure, ſinhs to Woe. 
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AIR VI. Sweet are the Charms of her J love, 
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Roſ. 0+! tell as, Cupid, heaw'nly Boy, 
Gentle God of ſoſt Deſire; 
Why doft thou mix with Pain thy Foy, 
And varions Paſſions thus inſpire! 


Say, when the Soul in Raptnre flrays, 
Deluded with its eaſy Thrall; 

O, Love! does this thy Triumph raiſe, | 
To daſſi the pleaſing Cup with Gall? 


Rofſ. There i 

Betty. Who? 

Kof. Colin. You colour, Girl: Why fo frighted? 

Betty. Colour! why that Fellow is the Ghoſt of l 
dont know who; let us tun in, for there is no ſtaying longer 
in a Place where Ghoſts walk at Noon-day. [ Exenzt. 


SCENE II. PRoad before Sir Nicholas's Houſe. 


Bruſh alone. 


Surely I was not born to longe away my Hours in the lazy 
and low Roguery of a Footman; this enterprizing Spirit of 
mine might have ſhone in high Lite, it might have blaz'd in 
Publick, aud ſhewn a Genius for genera! Plunder. 
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AIR VII. Pinks and Lillies, c. 
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22 


Wou'd you be the Man in Fuſpiun, 
And prove Wealthy, Safe, and Wiſe? 
Indulge each ſordid Paſſion ; 
Virtue, Learning, Fame deſpiſe : 
Be rapacious, florid, bold; 
Sell and barter all for Gold. 
Tet the triple Tree ne'er gruan'd 
With an Hundred Thouſand Pound. 
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Enter File, meeting Bruſh. 


Bruſb. File! my Friend File! NE ; 
A ben ! my Boy Braſh! 5 n 
Braſh. Whither are you bound? 

File. To this Houſe. 

Bruſh. To Sir Nicholas Miſeacre's? 

File. The ſame; his Daughter was this very Day to have been 
married to the Son of my very good Friend and Maſter, Sir 

William Freeman. 


a Bruſh. Hah! you ſutprize me! 
ger File. Why ſo? 
at. Bruſh. Becauſe I do young Mr. Freeman the Honour of at- 


tending his Perſon in Quality of Valet; he is now in this 

2 Houſe in the Diſguiſe of a Gardiner, in order to carry off Roſel- 
g la, and I have provided a Cuvach for the Purpoſe. 

File. Whom wou'd he run away with? the Woman he is to 


marry? 
27 Bruſh. The very Woman. 
of File. Why, this is breaking into the Houſe when the Doors 
in are open: Explain. 


Bruſh. My Maſter, you muſt know, is one of thoſe Knights- 
Errant, who undertakes other Peoples Affairs — he ſteals the 
Lady not for Himſelf but his Friend, who is in love with her, 
1 or her Money. — Well — your Buſineſs hete, File? _ 
tle. 
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File. I come Plenipo* from Sir William, to pay my Compli. 
ments in his Name to Sir Nicholas and my Lady, and to ley 
them know, the Bird had broke his Wires, and taken Wing 


we know not where; but ſince he is here, I will return and 
take proper Meaſures. Adieu 
Braſh. One Moment more, File — a Thought ſtrikes me. 
Sir Nicholas never ſaw my young Maſter ; this Match was hud- 
dled up by the Old Folks juſt as he return'd from his Travels. 
File. T hey have never ſeen one another. 
Bruſh. Tneu it will do 
File. What! I muſt perfonate my Maſter, and carry off the 


Lady and the Fortune; is it not ſo? 


Bruſh. No; ſomething near it; I have choſen a more agree- 


able Feilow. 

File. Who? 

Bruſh. My Self. 

File. You're right. 

Bruſh. I like Keſella. 

File. You have my Conſent. 

Brujh. | will touch her Fortune. 

File. Extreamly well! 

Brujh. And betore the Affair can be examined, elope. 

File. You will explain this laſt Article a little. 

Bruſp. Why lo? 

File. You talk of eloping with the Fortune, but not one 
Wow! of me; we will correct the Plan in this place, if you 
pleale. | 

Bruſo. Dear Sir, you muſt ſhare; that will appear in the 
Opirit of the Treaty, 

File. Let it be underſtocd in the Letter. 

Bras. Well then, we bruſh together and ſhare the Rhino. 

File. Enough! I had it in my Power once to make my For- 
tune by Flattery; I was Porter at a great Gate; but I ſaw 
ſomething ſo mean and unmanly in the Methods of riſing, that 
Way. 

Braſh. Servile! extreamly Servile! The Sight of a Levcc 
wou'd ſurfeit a Man of Spirit or Genius. | 
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Cori/i-Chaurch Bells. 


AIR VIII. 


See the cringing Cacombs come, 1, 2, 3, 4, F, 6. 


Among *em none 
Says his Souls his own ; 


They all ſneak ſorrily, ſorrily: 


See the ſupple, whiſp*riag Croud, 
FPhere not a Man dares ſpeak alsid, 
Till he has firſt been taught his Cue 
From ſome top Cringer of the Crew : 


Dingle dangle, dingle dangle wait they there, 


Ther Patrons Looks to ſcan; 


And the Deel a Fip 


Leaves this State Shop, 
ill he ſees the mighty Man. 


SCENE, III. 


Colin alone. 


The Garden. 


[Excunt. 


Let me examine my ſelf a little — Wou'd I marry this Girl? 


—ä — — - — 


— No. — Wou'd I make a Miſtreſs of her? No. Two Things 
We call Reaſon and Honour forbid me. 
Work in the Pavilion one Day, my Friend Shadewel! ſtole this 
Reſemblance of her; here I will for ever wear it: — But where- 


As ſhe was at 


e'er 
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12 The CHAMBER-MAID. 
e'er I turn, I find her Image ſtill before my Eyes; ev'n in the 


Garden, the Hand of Nature here has pencil'd out her Beauties 
to my View.: 


AIR IX. The Logan Water. 


My Betty ir the Suow-drop fair, 

Carling Endive is her Hair ; 

The fragrant Feſſamine, her Breath; 

White Kidney-Beans, her even Teeth. 

Two Daiſies are her radiant Eyes; 

Her Breaſts in ſwelling Muſhrooms riſe ; 
Her Waiſt, the ſtreigbt and upright Fir; 

But all her Heart is Cxcumber. 


There ſhe is, and Reſella with her, on the Terrace— Oh my 
Heart! my Heart! how it dances at the Sight! — They come 
this Way. Where ſhall I conceal me? l' throw my ſelf on 
this Bank, and pretend to fleep; perhaps I may overhear ſome of 
their 5:crets; they ſay Women generally open their Hearts to 
one an Þther. 


[Colin throws himſelf on the Turf as aſleep. 
Roſella and Betty, coming forward. 


N. Wov'd I cou'd fleep *till Twelve at Night. 
Betty. Wou'd I cou'd ſleep at all. 


Kof. It is the Devil to have a Fellow always in one's Head 
and one's Heart. 


Beity. But it would be the Devil indeed, not to have a Fel- 
low there at all. 


Roſ: There is Colin, as I live! he ſeems aſleep. I am afraid 
he has heard us. 


Betty, No, I warrant he ſleeps heartyly after his Labour. 


Roſ. Ha! what is that tyed round his Wriſt? a Bracelet! A 
Gard'ner with a Bracelet on his Arm! 


Betty, 


ies 
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Betty. No, 'tis a Picture; upon my Word, ſome Lady's 


Picture. 


Koſ. Will you venture to untye the Ribdon, and look on it? 
Betty. O dear! I dare not do it. f 
Roſ. I will attempt it, tho” he takes me in the Fact: here it 
5 Betty. Let us fee the Face of the Lady. 
Roſ. As I live, your very Reſemblance, Betty ! 
Betty. Hab! : 
Koſ.” Your Eyes, your Hair, your Mouth, every Feature, the 
very Dreſs and Air. 
Betty. O Dear! ſupport me, good Madam, I am fo ſick ! 
Roſ. Courage, Girl, Courage! This is a Diſcovery indeed! 
{ do not wonder now that you trembled at the Sight of Colin; 
this ſhews he wears your Image in his Heart, my Dear. 
Betty. O Lud! my Head is quite giddy — my Heart thumps 
and beats. I wiſh he wou'd awake. 


[Colin, Harting as from Sleep, and addreſſing Betty.) 
AIR X. Young Damon, once the happieſt Swain, c. 
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Thus at the cheerful Dawn of Day, 

4 he drowſy Swain ſulntes the Ray, 
That makes all Nature grow; 

Vu, more enliv\ring than the Sn, 

Cheer nut the Plants and Flow'rs alone, 
But warms the Gardner too. 
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AIR XI. When the bright God of Day, Se. 
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60 Betty. SH I ſhine, as you ſay, 

165 Like the Sun's chearing Ray, 
[it How long will my Influence laſt? C 
4 For you ſee the fair Flower, 

Which he opens this Hour, C 
1 Shuts again, when his Power is paſt. | 
i Fe G 
fl Col. Oh my Charmer! you ſee what Shapes Love makes us PF 
15 put on. 5 to 
| Betty. I cannot imagine what you mean! 01 
11 Col. You may remember my Face; my Voice, ſure, cannot 
| | be a Stranger to YOu — Since that Morning | ſet you down at 

this Gate, your beautiful Image only has fil'd my Mind. 

1 AIR XII. Bonny Jean. a 
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Roſ. In a miſiy Morning the Shepherds gaxe, 
When the ruddy Sun in the Welkin is ſeen; 
The Vapours now riſing, the Meadows verpaſi, 
And fwiſtiy ſcud ver the ſweet dewy Green, 
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So when the fond Lover his fair One eſpies, 
The Clouds that obſcur'd him are ſuddenly gone; 
Aud now we behold, with Delight and Surprize, 
Young Colin the Lover, not Colin the Cloun. 


Noſ. But what do you propoſe by this? 
Col. To Admire, to Serve, to Love, to make it the whole 


Buſineſs of my Life to Adore : 
[ Throws himſelf at Betty's Feet. 


Enter Sir Nicholas Wiſeacre. 


Sir Nich. Hey-day! what, worſhipping of Graven Images, 
Colin? Why are not you at your Bufineſs? 

Col. Sir, I was only ſhowing my young Lady where I cou'd 
obs a very elegant Parterre, in the room of the Kitchen 


arden. 
Sir Nich. An elegant Parterre in the room of my Kitchen 


Garden, Puppy! and fo I am to have Tulips in my So0p, ha! 

5 DIZ. Roſella.] Well, Forſooth, and how ſtands your Stomach 
towards Matrimony, I pray? I will have you obey me, and 
only me; I know what is fit for you. 


t | AIR XIII. O Nymph of Race Divine, &c. 
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Roſ. DDr Years, dear Sir, compute ; 
« | Tour Joys are long fince fled; 
Teuth ul with Age can ſuit ; 
Since you are Old, 


Muſt 1 be cold, 
And to all Pleaſure dead? 
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Lowe chain'd, docs force oppoſe, 


Impriſon'd ſtronger grows : 
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So Powder cloſely pent, 

When fir'd, will find a Vent, 

Like Light ning ſtrikes and glows, 

And Tow'rs and Rocks &erthrows. Da Capo. [Exit 


Betty. Why, Sir, you are not too old to bein Love; you 
are of a hail Conſtitution; and I know by your Eyes, Cupid 
now and then tickles you with the Tip of his Wing about your 
Heart. O, if the little blind God ſhou'd way-lay you once a- 
gain, as he certainly wou'd, if you did but aitend a little to his 


Harmony. 
AIR XIV. Flocks are ſporting, &'c. 


Cupid is a wanton Boy, 

Wonnds the Eye, the Heart, the Lar, 
Giving Pleaſure without meaſure, 

When he ſtrikes th* attentive Dear. 
Thy grown Aged, yet your Sage-head 

May the blind Boy's Arrow fear, 


Sir Nich. Go, go, you are a wanton Houſewife : Tt; 
Wench has a bewitching Leer, I protels. Exit Betty 


Enter File to Sir Nicholas, bowing ridiculouſiy low, 


File. Sir, I am your molt obedient, faithful, humble and d- 
voted Servant. 
Sir Nich. Well, Sir, and what then? 
File. Why then, Sir, I come to give you Joy. 
$:r Nich. Joy! of what, Sit? _ 
1. 


Thi 
8 Bett) 


. 


and d. 
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File. Of your Son- in- Law, that is to be; he has ſent me be- 
fore, Sir, as his Legate, or Embaſſador, or Plenipo, or Mini- 
ſter, or Meſſenger, or by what other Denomination you will 
pleaſe to receive me, Sir. In a word, "Squire Freeman is com- 
ing to marry your Daughter; and his Father, Sir Milliam, who 
is kept Priſoner by the Gout, has ſent this to make his Excuſe 


for him. [| Gives Sir Nich. à Letter. 
Sir Nich. [ Reading. ] 


Sir Nicholas, | 
I have kept my Word, and ſent my Boy to perform bis 


Part of the Contract. I deſire the Wedding may be to- 


day, without waiting till my Health will enable me to take 
Share in the Foy. 


Yours, 
W. FREEMAY. 


Well, well, why it ſha!l be to-day; it ſha!l be immediately. 
We mult ſtay, you know, *till the Bridegroom comes. Come 
in, Friend, and refreſh your ſelf, and I will take care every thing 
ſhall be ready immediately. | Exennt. 


Exter Colin and Dolly. 


Dol. Colin! Colin! the Bridegroom is come. 
Col. What Bridegroom ? 


Dol. *Squire Freeman, he who is to marry our young Lady, 
Roſella. 


Col. Freeman 


l Dol. Ay, and he is the moſt clumſy, auk ward Howlet I ever 
aw. 


Col. Who can this be? What Impoſtor ? [ Aſide. 


Dol. He is in the Hall now; and prates ſo faſt, and looks fo 
bold! He chuck'd me under the Chin, and called me very fami- 


liarly, Blouſabella. Why do you mope ſo? — Ah, this 
Mrs. Bezty does ſo run in thy Head! 
Col. J will ſound the Bottom of this Affair. [ Aftde. 


Dol. Nay, nay, ſhe is not ſo handſome neither; ſhe has a ſort 
of a bridling flippant Air; ſhe looks like a Madamoiſelle, I 
think. Nell told me one Side of her Stays was adually 
padded, 


Col. No, my dear Dolly, ſhe is as (trait as the Bole of that 
Lime-tree. 


Dal. I do not ſay her Hair is red, but if ſhe liked the Colour 
on't, ſhe need not throw ſo much Powder into it. 


Col. A clean bright Brown; I've ſeen her Hair without 


G Dol. 


Powder. 
Fii * 
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Dol. Her Eyes glare and flaſh frigh'fully. _ 

Col. They are Criminals, rarder'd Criminals. | 

Dol. Well, I my C-If acta ly found a Patch-box in her Room; _ 
and Suky Nettle ſuys ſhe is Painted. c 
Co By the Hand that colours thoſe Lillies and Roſes. But, 4 
what has Betty done to thee ? 

Dol. ] hate her. 

Col. Why? 

Dol. Ah, Colin! Colin! J am rightly ſerved; I forſook Roger 
and Richard for a barvarous Man. But, will you then? can F 
you leave me? ; 


AIR XV. *Twas within a Furlong, &c. ti 
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Now the Bloom of the Spring breathes its Stweetneſs around, 
And all things elſe in Nature are amorous found; 

| Will my faithleſs Colin firay, 

| | From his Dolly quite away? 

5 Stay a little, 


er oellkalti 


. Dear, and prattle; 
Fl Love's the Moth of Nay! 
10 Coy Huth, I pr ythee be thou not afraid 
1 Of the Maid who loves thee, and courts thee thas to Ned: | 

| Let me not court in vain, de: 
a In vain your Favonr ſue, | 
4 Tou ne er will find 

\N A Girl ſo kind, 

5 Cs Bonny, blithe, and true! 


„* 
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Col. 
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Col. Away, dear Dolly; I hear Sir Nicholas, and my Lady. 
[ Exeant. 


3 SC ENE IV. The Hall of Sir Nicholas's 1ou/ſe. 


Enter Sir Nicholas, Lady Wiſeacre, Roſella, Betty; and 
10 them, Biuſh and File, 


Bruſb. File! is not that Sir Nicholas I/:ſeacre, my illuſtrious 


Father- in- Law, that is to be? 


File, The very ſame, Sir, in Paris Nacuralibus. 

Sir Nich. You are welcome, my Son-ia-Law, you are hear- 
tily welcome, [ Embracing. 

Brujh. 1 ſuppoſe, Sir, this is the Lady [| To Lady Wiſeacre.] 
to whom my happy Stars have alloited me. 

Sir Nich. No, Son-in-Law, no, no, this is my Wife; and 


this is my Daughter Zoſelia. 


Braſh. Upon my Soul, a beautiful Race! I cou'd wiſh for 
nothing more in this World, than to have juſt ſack a Wife and 
ſuch a Daughter. What H-alth! What Complexion! I know 
not how it is, but the Ladies in the Country maintain thceie 


Beauty half a Century longer than they do in London. 


AIR XVI. Dear Catholick Brother, &c. 
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An ever. green Beauty the Country does crown, 
And bloomiag it ſmiles ſtill in every Face, 

While like Flow'rs in a Chimney, the fair Ones in Town 
Soon wither, and take the dark Hue of the, Place. 


La. Wiſe. Very Gallant! this young Grutleman has a great 


deal of Wit. 


Betty. H= diſcovers a fine Taſte, indeed. 

Bruſh. What an Air, a Grace, a Mein! let me periſh, my 
Lady, but you are the fineſt Woman I ever beheld. 

La. Wiſe. Oh Fye, Sir! dear Sir, Fye! 

Brujh. How often have I heard my old Gentleman ſigh, and 
With Lady I iſeacre were a Widow | 


C3 La. Ii iſe. 


i 


| 
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La. Wiſe. Jam obliged to you, extreamly obliged to you : 1; 
was once ſomething, I made ſome little Buſtle once in the World 
of Beauty; but now theſe Eyes have loſt their Fire. 4 

Sir Nich. I have an infinite Reſpect for your Father, and am 
ſorry it was not in his Power to be with us; come, Son- in- 
Law, give me leave to ſhew you in; you will find we have 


made ſome Preparations for this happy Hour. 
[Ex. Sir Nich. La. Wiſe. and Bruſh. 


Manuent Betty and Roſella. 


Betty. You will not marry this Baboon? 

Roj. No; — but what can one do, Bezty? 

Betty. Have a Moment's Patience! You rejoic'd but now in 
Sun-ſhine; this is but a Summer Shower, and will blow over, 
Collect your ſelf; | warrant we will immediately conttive ſome 
Way to ſave you; let the Storm waſte it (elf a little. 

Roſ. But tell me, tell me — What Stratagem? what Con- 
trivance? 

Betty. You know we have a Gentleman in our Service now, 
Mr. Colin. 

Koſ. Will he aſſiſt us? 

Betty. Or he is no Knight-Errant. 

Roſ. Come, then, let us try what is to be done. 
| They tai while the Symphony plays, and turn when Colin ſings.) 


Exter Colin. 


AIR XVII. 
2 2 
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Hither turn thee, hither turn thee, hither turn thee, gentle Mai. . 
i by of Colin, why of Colin, woy of Colin this afraid? 
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Betty. From Spray to Spray, 
; A Liunet I ſtray, 
frngs., Mpile Philomel's tuning her Sorrow ; 
Her warbling Breaſt, 
With Thorns oppreſt, 
From Muſick no Relief can borrow. 
Love's a Fairy Toy, 
Deluding ſtill with Joy; 
I} But the Maid, when marry'd, ſoon will find 
The Spouſe the Lover will deſtroy, 
And Promiſes are made of Wind. 
Mai, 


Enter Sir Nicholas. 


Sir Nich. Come, come in, Mrs. Minx, and let me deliver up 
my Truſt; by my Troth, I am heartily weary of it. —— Go, 
get you in before m2; go. [Ex. Sir Nich. aud Roſella. 


Betty. I have only time to tell you, I will be here 
Al Moment. 


again in a 


Col. Enough! My Heart is wild with Joy. —— Au Age 


hangs on every Moment till ſhe comes. 


She comes! 


What Vatlal ever beheld his Sovereign with ſuch Awe? W hat 


Worſtipper his Idol? 
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AIR XIX. Blithe Joch, young and gay. 
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10 The riſiug Sun diſpele 
| The ſullen Cloud of Night; 


{ lle Nature's Face reveals, 
ml Diſpenſing chearſul Light. 


're the warm God of Day, 
Preſerve the Life you give; 
Inſarm'd by your bright Kay, | 
Let Colin Love and Live, 
Betty. Give me leave to tell you, Colin, Flattery is a Quail- 
mY pipe ihat only imitates the Voice of the poor Bird's Mate, te 
| dcltroy her. | 


"£0 . 
10 AIR XX. Hanudell's Minuet. 
„ | 11 | 
| — * — 
Til DEF L 2. 6nd. Ms 1 
1 | — — * : f * 54 = 
| | | * — — = Wo 
1 ee, . . 2 [- A — 
Il; Ar 12 7 = * 
L 1 © & Ts - | 0 
' | 7-0 e — 0 ns 
| 
| E —— 
"g 2 DV ls RY 
117 : 
mA Delud ö | 
lll eluded by her Mate's dear Voice, 


The Wanton Bird purſues ber Joys, 


Man; your Sex are all Deceit. 
unfaſhionable Words, Colin. 

Col. My only dear Deſire! with thee I wiſh to fix and termĩ- 
nate my utmoſt Hope and Joy. 
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Till now, alas! and nnw {00 late 

She finds her Faul, and metts her Fate; 
Intangled in the fatal Clue, 
Bids Love and Life at once Adieu. 


23 


It is dangerous, very dangerous heark*ning to the Voice of A 


Truth, and Love, ate ſtrange 


AIR XXI. All in the Dowus, by Mr. Leveridge. 


Tro Gardens raves the buſie Bee, 
And ev ry Flower he taſtes, aud tries; 
"Till cloyd with ſweet Variety, 
The little Labourer komeward flies; 
Unlike to him, from one Pd ſeek my Foy, 
And fix upon thy Sweets that acver clay. 
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y. Your Words found prettily, but are no more to be 
confided in, than the Air of wiich they are compos'd. 
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This we behold the wat'ry Bow 
A Thouſand Colsurs wear, 

While the next wanton Gales that blow 
D:ſjolve the painted Air. 


Your Actions, then, muſt prove your Words; if you inliſt in 
my Service, I have Employment tor you, and this Moment. 
Col. Your Commands | 


Betty. Roſella is juſt going to be marry'd, and with ont her 
Conſent. 


Col. I ill prevent it immediately. 
Betty. Which way? 


\ Col. I will produce the very Gentleman who ſhou'd marry 
er. 


Betty. Who? Freeman why, he is here. 

Col. The Fellow who is here is an Impoſtor; I will ſend for 
Freeman himſelf: I think he is in this Village. 

Betty. This will not do neither, for my Lady is engag'd elſe- 
Where; ſhe has beſtow'd herſelf upon 

Col. Mr. Ileartwell, I know it. 

Betty. You tright me ſadly | How are you in every Secret? 

Col. i have no time to explain; keep this Wedding off but 
half an Hour, and all ſhall be ſafe. Roſella ſhall be happy; and 
if my S:rvices have any Weight, I ſhall be hsppy too. 

Betty. But what you do, mult be done inſtantly. 


AIR XXIII. Make ready, fair Lady, to-night, EF. 
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Gol. The Sultan's Command is Death, 
If be's wat obey'd iu a Breath; Bus 


lex 


Bus 
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But Wur's, my Love, 
Is the Sultan's above, 


"Tis my Life, and my Love, and my Faith. [Ex. Col. 


Betty. I believe Colin, this Gard'ner, this Gentleman, this 
Lover, is I hope he is no Impoſtor ; he loves me truly, 
he mult my Heart will have it ſo; his elegant Behaviour, 
his decent Manners ! there is ſo much of the Gentleman in every 
thing he ſays or does! 


AIR XXIV. The Jewel in the Tower. 


VC 0 
Oh, my Heart! my doatiag Heart, 
By fooliſh fond Deſire betray'd, 

Takes the vain Deceiver's part, 


And gives the Foe its Rebel Aid. 


In Doubt I live; diſtracting Pain, 

And Fear, and Hipe, divide my Breaft ; 
Now, what I wiſh, unwiſh again, 

Nor with him, nor without him, bleſt. 


Enter Sir Nicholas. 


Sir Nich. So, Betty, fo, the Parſon is ready? where is Ma- 
dam? Hum! | 
Betty. In her Chamber, Sir. | 
Sir Nick. In her Chamber! and what does ſhe in her Cham- 
ber, fotſoath? h 
Betty. She is ſomething out of Humour about this Affair. 
Sir Nich, Out of Humour! Hum! and I am out of Humour 
too. 
Betty. She has ſome Reaſon, Sir. 
Sir Nich. What Reaſon has the, do you ſay, Mrs. Dainty- 
inger? 
Betty. Why, Sir, the Man you are about to marry her to, 
may be a Hignway-man, for onght you know. 
dir Nich. Hum! a Highway-inan ! what doſt mean? 
Betty. In cool plain Iruth, Sir, he is not the Man he pretends 
to be. Sir Nich. 
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Sir Nich. Not the Man he pretends to be! what! not young 


*Squire Freeman? 


Sir 


Betty. No more related to him than I am. 
Nich. Take care of Scandal; have a care I ſay, Huſly ! 


Betty, Why, Sit, Colin, your Under-Gard'ner, diſcover'd 
this to me; he has undertaken in half an Hour to prove this 
*Squire an Impoſtor; and he only begs you will ſetp-nd the 
Wedding ſo long. Lord, Sir! Fortune-humiing is a Calling, 


a Profeſſion : 


I warrant this ſame *Squire within has received 


twenty Fortunes, and has a Pack of Wives as numerous as 
your Fox-Hounds, in one County cor other. The young Fel- 
lows of our Days delight in Pluralities, cho' one Cute is as 
much as the molt able Divine can perform as he ought; but the 
Plurality of Fortunes is the Lemptation. 


AIR XXV. 


Tone to the Free-Maſons Song. 
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if nonght but the Cure 


Did the good Maw aliure, 


Ie con'd nat be worth ſu much Pains to ſecure; 
If the Pigs, and tte Geeſe, 


Winch we know are bis Feet, 


Did not tempi, *twou"d be very great Noaſeuſe : 


I/ithont Pence ts Teach, 


Hind to Pray, and te Preach, 
{ a Bariten tos great, in all Conſcience : 


So the Sauitor in Fuſhion 


Has wo luckiaation 


To ought but the Fortune in Parſe, Sir; 


4. ig not the IM ie, 


But the Money for Life, 


That he takes, and for Better fur Worſe, Sir. 
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Euter File. 


Sir Nich. Oh! here is File: I will examine him ſedately. Who 
is this Spark that pretends to marry my Daughter, and calls hin- 
ſelf your Maſter? 

File. My Maſter ! — pretends !-— Lord, Sir! — 

Sir Nich. Ay, Sir, I am told he is a Couuterfeit. 

File. Good Sir, who inform'd you? 

Sir Nich. Why, it came from my Gard'ner Colin. 

File. Colin! 

Sir Nich. Colin. 

File. Ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Nich. Why thus merry, Sir? 

File. Wny now, Sir, the whole Plot is out. 

Sir Nich. Plot, Sit! what Plot? | 

File. Why, Sir, the Perſon who calls himſelf Colin, and 
ſerves as your Under-Gard'ner, is a Gentleman, who has lain 
dilguis'd under that Character, o run away with your Daughter. 

Sir Nich. Hah! Hum! What! 

File. This I have from his Servant: and I am ſure 'tis true. 

Sir Nich. This is amazing! Will you ſtand in this to Coliu's 
Face? 

File. That Iwill; and anſwer it with my Life. 

Sir Nich. Hum! 'tis very plain: I am concsru'd I ſhou'd ſuſ- 
pect the Squire; I have been wrong; yon will make my Ex- 


cuſes to him: but for this Daughter of mine it is high time in- 


deed to lock her up in Mattrimony; nothing elie can {ccure a 
Wench in her Teens. 


Euter Bruſh. 


Odſo here comes the Squire, now we ſhall clear up. They tell 


me, my good Son-in-Law that are to be, that you are not the Per- 
fon you pr: - 1d to be, ſo that J am to be bit, and bambouzled, 
and ail that, in this Affair. Ha, ha, ha! 

File. Ha, ha, ha! [ Makes Signs to Bruſh to laugh. 

Brafo. Pleaſant! ay, very pleaſant; Ho, ho, ho 

[ Figuc a Laugh, 

Sir Nich. Here has been a Plot, a moſt hotrid Plot! Why do 
you {tare f. You may well look frighted. 

Bruſh. Biowwn |! { Aſide to File. 

File, Poltroon! ſtand your Ground. | A/zae. 

Sir Nich. But thank Heaven and your Servant, the whole 
Roguery is cut; a poaching Koſcal ! 

Braſh. I fancy I know the Fellow; he went by the Name of 
Colin; ay, it mult be he, his Cieviiors have uo Hopes, but in 
ſome Project of this ſort. 
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Euter Roſella, Betty, Lady Wiſesere, and Colin (as Free: 
man) i bis Habit as a Gentleman. 


Oons ! [ Aſide to File. 

File. What? | 

Bruſb. Here he is at full Length. 

File. Who? 

Bruſp. My Maſter ! 

Freeman. | Colin.) Sir, T am your moſt obedient humble Ser- 
vant. Zo Sir Nich. 

Sir Nich. Ycur Servant, unknown. 

Freem. I thought it my Duty, Sir Nicholas, to appear on this 
Occaſion, not ouly to prevent the Rain of your Family by this 
Impoſtor, but to ſecure my own Name and Character from all 
Imputa jon of being concerned in the Fraud. 

Sir Nich. | Staring Freeman full in the Face before he ſpeaks. 
Hah ! Maſter Colin] you are welcome, heartily welcome; you 
are the Man, the very Man I Wanted. 


File. Hah! [ Aſide. 
Bruſh. My Aſſurance gives ground | A/ade. 


Sir Nich. This is Colin, my Gard'ner Colin] don't you know 
him? | 

Bruſh. Know him! ay: the Fellow has liv'd with me above 
three Years; | ſhou'd know him, I think ; I tur nd him off ut 
a Furinight ſince for making Love to my Siſter's Maia; he 
was always an amorous Coxcomb. ; 

Freem. You have Thieves in your Houſe this Moment; they 
are robbing you now, and if you permit them to blind you too — 

Sir Nich. I am ſenſible, very ſenſible, of the Miſchief inten- 
ded me; and if you will have a little patience, I ſhall preſently 
lay you by the Heels, and prevent it. 

Bruſh. [To Freeman.] How has thy evil Genius empted thee 
to this, Braſh? 

Freem. This is the tip-top Stroke of the ſort, I ever met with. 

File. Ay, but the Fellow does it tolerably. 

Braſh. [To Freeman.} | am tio inform you, Braſb, there i: 
3 Something in the Air of a Gentleman that reveals him, tho? he 
is ſilent; and when he ſpeaks, or moves, his Education break 
out in ſo full a Light! 
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AIR XXVI. Hark, the thund'ring Cannons, Cc. 


1 
— 2 


Thy Face, thy Shape, thy clumſy Mien, 
All with one Conſent declare, 


Such a Clown was never ſeen 
Beneath a gentle Lover's Air. 


Wou'd you know the Man of Faſhion, 
Eaſy, Gentle, Pleaſant, Free, 
Paid of every ſordid Paſſion, 
Colin turn thy Eyes on me. 


Bruſh. Who have we herc? 
File. My Maſter, in his turn, Sir; that's all. 


Euter Sir William Freeman. 


Sir Will. Lady Wiſeacre, I am your moſt obedient Servant; 
Sir Nicholas, I do aſſure you I have endured ſome Pain, and I 
hate Pain, to wait on you, and to let you know that when my 
Boy appears 

Sir Nich. When he appears! why here he is; this Affair is on 
the Foint of Contummation ; but here is an odd Fellow forbids 
the Banes, and ſays 
Fir Will. Hah! my Boy, my Boy Bly! What, before me 
here? thou art a Lad of Honour at laſt; I fee, Sir, my Son has 
prevented ————. - | 
Sir Nich. Your Son, Sir! why, is that Perſon your Son, Sit? 

Sir Will. My Son, Sir? ay, Sir, my Son; you ſee, Sir, he 


ATR is punctual. I began to doubt. 


Sir Nick, 
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30 The CHAMBER-MAI D. 


Sir Nich. What a fine Piece of Work is here? Lord! Lord! 
I don't know how to look him in the Face. If that Gentleman 
js your Son, pray, Sir William, who is this Perſon? | Pullin 
Bruſh forward. ] If you know, will you be ſo good to intorn ni, 

Sir Vill. Sarely, I remember the Face — I think I have ſeen 
him in Blue faced with Yellow, but he is ſo beclock'd, and be- 
dawb'd, and toupied —— 

Sir Nich. Ay, ſo it is; I am bit, bambouſled, trick'd ; Dogs! 
Dogs! 

Neem. You remember Brzfh, Sir. 8 

Sir Will. Right! Bruſb hiinſelf. But pr'ythee, what means 
this Fellow's Drets, and his Arprehenfion, and this general Si- 
lence? have I frighted you all? 

Betty. Sir William, this modeſt Gentleman, Mr. Braſh, 
claimed your Name, and your Eſtate; and that wiſe Gentleman, 
Sir Nicholas, acknowledg'd his Title; your Servant, Ele, took 
the Character of his Valet; and were upon the very Point of 
carrying off Ro/e/la and her Fortune. 

Sir Will. And I came opportunely and prevented 'em, I am 
glad on't, there is no harm done only juſt toſs theſe two inge- 
nious Projectors into the Horſepond ; and then let the Beadle 
change their Liveries into black and blue; and all will be cight 
again. But why do we waſte Time ? the Parſon is ready: Come 
my Boy, take the young Lady's Hand; we will attend you while 
the Padlock is putting on. 

And if thou dolt not anſwer her Queſtions three, 
Thy Head, Cc. : [ Singing. 

Freem. | Leading Betty to Sir William. ] Sir, Lask your For- 
giveneſs in the mott humble manner; my Heart has been 
engaged, warmly engaged to this Lady; and I hope ſince I have 
been lo happy to obtain hers, you will pleaſe to give me your 
Content, that ſhe may be mine for Lite. 

[ Freeman π Betty kzeel to Sir William. 

Sir Will. What, my Boy! how, marry a Chamber-maid ! why 
thou wout be undone, Bzly; what, bring aBeggar into the Fa- 
mily ! pies on't ! 

Betty. Oh, Sir, compleat that Work our Guardian Ange!s 
have begun; when you ſhall know thro? what a wild of various 
Accidents we have met thus at laſt 

Sir Will. Ha! why what, what is toy Story, my pretty one? 

Betty. It covers me with Contfuſiou to open, Sir Milliam, 
what you mult know, When you look nearer upon me, perhaps 
your Memory may recover ſome Lines in a Face, once well 
known to yo. 

Sir Mill. Hah! I do recolle@ thy Features, but not where I 
have ſeen them. 

Sir Nich. I profeſs I am aftoniſh'd. Hum where will this end? 

Betty. 
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my Fairy, as I uſed to call thee; what Miracle! How art thou 
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A Betty. You do, you muſt remember, Sir, Mr. Bloom of 


FH hite-houſe, your Neighbour. 
Sir Will. Hah! my Heart jumps with Joy! My little Maid, 
here? ' 
Betty. My Father, Sir, you may remember, wou'd have 
married me to Squire Gzzz/e; and 1, to prevent my being wed- 
ded to a Hogſhead of Stale Beer, made my Eſcape, and took 
Service with this young Lady, who has treated me not like her 
Servant, but her Friend. | 
Sir Will. My little Fairy, I am glad thou art found. I am re- 
joiced my Boy loves thee: we had a Deſign once of marrying 
you together, but you were both then too young, but now we 
will finiſh it, if thy Father conſents, and he ſhall conſent, I will 
make him. 
Berty. [Zo Roſ.] If Words cou'd convey the Gratitude of 
my Heart 
RJ. Words are the Tools of Hypocrites, Pretenders to 
Friendſhip; this only 1 have to ask thee, my Dear, that we may 
ſtill continue together, as much as poſſible; and that our Hap- 
pineſs may not wholly divide us. 
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IR XXVII. With tuneful Pipe, Ec. 
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Roſ. Tho" dear your Joy's to me, as mine, 
To quit yon, 1 have no Heart; i 
Whom Sorrows could ſo firmly join, 
Shall then our Pleaſures part? 


Betty. A Victim tho) my Heart's to Love, 
To Friendſhip "twill be true, 
From thence you need not to remove, 


There's Koom eauagh for Two. 


Both. Each Bleſſing let us then improve, 
By Fate ſo kindly Pair'd, 
Our Frieadfhip ſhail exalt aur Love, 
And doubled are our Joys when ſhar'd. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Sir, the Lads and the Laſſes are come from the She: 
ſhearing, to divert your Honour, with the Sheep-ſhearing Ba! 
and the Dance, on the occafiun of the Wedding of you 
Miſtreſs. 

Sir Will Bid them come ir, and Foot it away merrily; It! 
Toes wou'd ci feut to it, I wou's take a Trip with them. 


A Country Dance. Four Cunple of Lads and Laſſes. 
| Al 
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AIR XXVIII. 
A Sheep-Shearing Ballad, 


5 
Iu 
Hob. When Roſes aud Daiſies are ſpringing, 
g And Cowſlips the Fields are adorning ; 
Wien the Birds on the Boughs fit ſiug ing, 
And welcome the Sweets of the Morning, 
Without the Plough 
Fat Oxen longh, 
With Delight on the flow'ry Mead; 
The Las and the Laſſ:s a Sheep-ſheariny go, 
Dick, Dolly, and 6lsc{-23"d Suſan, 
All dechd with tbeir b:ſt Hoſe and Shoes on. 


II. 
The Shepherd he Peers his Fleece, Sir, 
Delighted to find the dear Treaſure, 
Far richer than that was in Greece, Sir, 
His Subſtance, his Life, and his Pleaſure; 


he She: Zis our Cloth, and our Food, 

ng Ba! Our Politick Bluod, 

or. yoo *Tis the Life and the Soul of our Trade; 
ly; Ito Tis a Mine above Ground, 

them. M here our Treaſure is found; 

ſes. 'Tis the Seat which our Nobles all Sit on, 


*Tis the Gold and the Silver of Britain. 
A D Petty 


The CHAMBER-MAID. 


| [Betty advancing between Roſella and Freeman.] 
f 
1 Berty. Since an innocent Paſſion has laid the Foundation 0 
10 | our preſent Happineſs, we are to wiſh it may be laſting. 
* 
TH That neither Time nor Care the Bliſs remove, 
1 . But fill each Hour with Harmony and Love. 
. 
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